The Random Jottings of Donald Jay from Nelson in Pendle 


A man who fights and runs away lives to fight another day. 
A man who fights and stands his ground. 
Gets his bloody head knocked round. 


Poem. 

In the midst of battle's fray, Two men stood, ready to play. One chose flight, the other stay, Both 
with different paths to pave. 

The coward fled, with fear in his heart, Hoping that he would not depart. He left his comrades to 
bear the brunt, Leaving them to fight and grunt. 

The brave one stood, with courage to spare, Fighting for what he knew was fair. He took his hits, 
but never fell, Giving his enemies hell. 

In the end, the coward survived, But his heart and soul never thrived. For he knew he ran, when 
he should have fought, Leaving him with regret and naught. 

The brave one fell, but his spirit lived on, For he fought with honour, until he was gone. Leaving 
behind a legacy of courage and might, A shining example, of how to fight the good fight. 

By Donald Jay 


